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before. But men are the slaves of words. They rage against
Materialism, as they call it, forgetting that there has been no
material improvement that has not spiritualized the world, and
that there have been few, if any, spiritual awakenings that
have not wasted the world's faculties in barren hopes, and
fruitless aspirations, and empty or trammelling creeds. What
is termed Sin is an essential element of progress. Without it
the world would stagnate, or grow old, or become colourless.
By its curiosity Sin increases the experience of the race. Through
its intensified assertion of individualism, it saves us from mono-
tony of type. In its rejection of the current notions about
morality, it is one with the higher ethics. And as for the
virtues! What are the virtues? Nature, M. Renan tells us,
cares little about chastity, and it may be that it is to the shame
of the Magdalen, and not to their own purity, that the Lucretias
of modern life owe their freedom from stain. Charity, as even
those of whose religion it makes a formal part have been com-
pelled to acknowledge, creates a multitude of evils. The mere
existence of conscience, that faculty of which people prate so
much nowadays, and are so ignorantly proud, is a sign of our
imperfect development. It must be merged in instinct before
we become fine. Self-denial is simply a method by which man
arrests his progress, and self-sacrifice a survival of the mutilation
of the savage, part of that old worship of pain which is so
terrible a factor in the history of the world, and which even
now makes its victims day by day, and has its altars in the
land. Virtues I Who knows what the virtues are? Not you.
Not I. Not any one. It is well for our vanity that we slay
the criminal, for if we suffered him to live he might show us
what we had gained by his crime. It is well for his peace
that the saint goes to his martyrdom. He is spared the sight
of the horror of his harvest.

Ernest. Gilbert, you sound too harsh a note. Let us go back
to the more gracious fields of literature. What was it you
said? That it was more difficult to talk about a thing than to
doit?

Gilbert. [After a pause\. Yes: I believe I ventured upon that
simple truth. Surely you see now that I am right ? When man
acts he is a rjuppet. When he describes he is a poet. The
whole secret lies in that. It was easy enough on the sandy
plains by windy Ilion to send the notched arrow from the
painted bow, or to hurl against the shield of hide and flamelike
brass the long ash-handled spear. It was easy for the adulterous
*B858